both. The elder girl interests me. If she had Gabrielle's voice, sfefc
would get into opera no matter what. Not that I think she is any-
where near Gabrielle's equal But I do admire her drive.*'
" Give me a woman with a heart any day," said Kit. " Julia's a
bitch."
"Perhaps," Dumas compromised. "But with the sort of spirit
that pushes one on. I like it. In the case of a career. Too much
talent has been lost to the world because of soft hearts and soft heads.
You've got to have a strain of iron to master opera."
Kit looked up with interest. " What chance has Gabriclle at opera,
actually? " he asked.
''Every chance.   Why? "
" Well, opera seems such a dim prospect for anyone now. Either
here or abroad. Who cares? "
" True enough. Blame radio for that. And the films. But it's
not dead, Christopher. And Gabrielle has what it needs."
Kit took Dumas' advice and saw little of the Livingstons for the
rest of the summer, but the only effect was to make him more restless
and unhappy. His profession could not fill his time altogether. His
other friends were remote in his thoughts compared with his adopted
family.
By early fall he had succumbed completely to the old urgency and
dropped in at the Livingston house more often, relaxing in the warmth
of its busy, teeming life. Gabrielle seemed more desirable to hi6
than ever. Her mental growth was apparent. Her physical attraction
for him became acute.
Sue had finished high school, but at Mary's insistence, she helped
with the housework instead of looking for work.
" The mending alone," she told Kit, her abundant good humour
sparkling in her smile, " is worth a darn good salary." Her smile
dipped into a laugh. "But between you and me, Christopher
Roberts, I wouldn't change places with Julia or Gabrielle for anything.
Fd hate office work."
" A born wife," Kit laughed. " Well, Sue, contentment is worth a
basketful of socks."
On election day James and Julia splashed through rain-drenched
streets to vote the Republican ticket. Mary accompanied them, but
she cast her vote for Franklin Roosevelt, " Fm tired of this everlast-
ing depression," she said.
Julia side-stepped a puddle. " Now, ma, don't tell us that Hoover
caused the depression."
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